President’s Death Plucks Universal Chord 


By THE ASSOCIATED PRESS 

Life couldn’t be quite the 
same anymore. A good man, a 
great man in the eyes of mil- 
lions, was gone. He meant 
something to everyone, what- 
ever they thought of him. And 
he was gone. Things couldn’t be 
quite as they were. 

It was that way for a nation, 
even for the world. 

It was that way for people, 
too, for ordinary citizens, who 
felt the sick emptiness, the help- 
lessness, that death brings, es- 
pecially the death of one who 
counted for so much to so 
many. 

There were the usual words 
for it— shock... dismay... tears ... 
heartache. 

But there was more than that, 
for many, a kind of a stunned 
immobility, a desolation for 
which there were no words to 
utter, as if vocabulary and emo- 


tions could neither comprehend 
it entirely nor express it. . 

So much was at stake, so 
much had depended on him. 

And it came so suddenly, so 
violently, so unexpectedly, this 
death of a young President, the 
end of this handsome, vigorous 
John F. Kennedy, with his dark 
shock of hair, his lively eyes 
and sharp mind. And it took 
something out of most everyone. 

Felt Like Brother 
“I felt as if he was my 
brother,” a New Haven, Conn., 
man said, a catch in his voice. 
“But he was more than that — 
he was our President.” 

What happens now, with him 
shot dead? There will be 
another president, of course, 
but it won’t be Kennedy, nor his 
plans, his ideals - and manners, 
nor their reflection in the 
world’s destiny, whether you 


loved him or hated him for what 
he was. 

All of it had come to a stop, 
and in many sectors of the na- 
tion’s life, things came to a 
stop, too. It seemed pointless, or 
improper, to go on, at least for 
the time being. 

Courts were adjourned. 
Amusement places shut down. 
Games were called off. Dinners 
were cancelled. 

“He was such a young man, 
such a fine man,” an old wo- 
man- said, shaking her head 
sorrowfully, • mumbling to -her- 
self as she stood watching a 
printer outside New York’s As- 
sociated Press Building. 

A crowd stood there, and 
their mood was like that of | 
crowds wherever they were, 
grief-stricken, incredulous, and 
often angry, bitterly angry, that 
it could have happened. 

Like In Jungle 

“It's as if. we lived in a jun- 
gle,” a housewife said. 

The rich and poor, black and 
white, whatever their profession 
or status, in town and country— 
they felt it, shuddered at it, 
were bewildered by it. 

Actor James Stewart, visiting 
in Colorado, tried to phrase 
what it meant, this sniper’s kill- 


ing . of a “vital, intelligent” 
President at a time when the 
country desperately needs vital- 
ity and intelligence. 

“A tragedy of terrifying pro- 
portions,” he said. 

Flags on school buildings went 
to half staff, and in many class- 
rooms, where the news came in 
school hours, there were mo- 
ments of silence, of prayer. 

The- kids were sent home," and 
there was a somberness about 
it, even among the kids. 

"He was our friend,” a little 
girl said. 

Business, in most downtown 
sections, came to a virtual 
standstill. Government build- 
ings closed their doors. Even 
honkytonks, usually immune to 
national affairs, turned off the 
jukeboxes and the Twisters 
went home. 

Neons Go Out 

Along Baltimore’s “block” of 
night clubs, strip shows, shoot- 
ing galleries and sex-magazine 
stands, the neon went out, and 
the blaring jazz ceased as 
: evening came on. Elsewhere, 
theaters were closed. 

The first news brought the 
sharpest, the hardest impact. In 
a Falls Church, Va., depart- 
ment store, an announcement of 
:■ what had happened was made 
over -the public address system. 

. A shopper reported the reac- 
tion: "Clerks were just w alking 
out of stores. People were in a 
diz. It was fantastic..." 

It wasn’t just a president who 
was dead, and what that means 
to national and international af- 
fairs, but also a father, a young 
father of two young children. 
And people felt that, too. _ 
“My sympathy goes to Mrs. 
Kennedy and all of the Kennedy 
family,” said Clare B. Williams, 
assistant chairman of the Re- 
publican National Committee. 

But it was more than just a 
death in a family; it was 
a death in a crucial post in the 
whole human family. 

"President Kennedy Is a 
martyr of our times,” said Aux- 
iliary Bishop George J. Gott- 
wald, of St. Louis. “He is a 
martyr to the injustices that 
exist in our midst.” 


